POUR       TALES       BY       ZELIDE

embraced Cecilia, that I pressed her to my heart,
that I wept; that, in walking in the Street I leaned
upon her arm with more than common joy and
tenderness, that, on entering the room,I was careful
immediately to have a chair for her placed a little
behind mine? Oh, you doubtless can imagine all
that; but can you picture my poor cousin and his
friend the English governor coming to us with
troubled looks, seeking in our eyes an explanation
for what they saw that was novel and strange?
My cousin, in particular, looked at me, then at
Cecilia, and appeared equally to desire and to
dread my speaking; and the Englishman, who saw
this agitation, divided his interest between him
and us, now passing his arm absently round

Monsieur X------, now putting his hand on his

shoulder, as if to say: "At last I have really
become your friend; if you hear anything vexa-
tious you will find a true friend in the foreigner in
whom you have only found till now sympathy, and
a certain affinity in character or circumstance."
I, myself, who all day had only been considering
your letter and my reply in relation to my daugh-
ter, and had been thinking only about her and her
impressions, I was so much moved by what I
perceived of the passion of one of these men and
the tenderness of the other, by the habits and
affedion that united them and us, and the sort of
farewell that it was now necessary to bid them, that
I began to weep. Imagine their perplexity and my
daughter's surprise!